EXTREMES MEET

" Only his watch, Capitaine."

" Well, give that back to him. Did he have any
money ? "

" Vassili took that, Capitaine."

" Well, give him back at once everything you both
took. He's not a German, you know. Did you take
anything from the man who owns the place ? "

" There was nothing we could take, Capitaine."

With a bow Spiro retired.

" Send Vassili to me when you've got the gentleman's
pistol and money," Waterlow called after him. " And,
Spiro, you'd better start the gentleman's car for him. His
wrist may be stiff."

Presently the other giant carne round to where Water-
low was sitting on the balcony, and bowed gravely.

" Help me up, Vassili.   I want to go and see Stavro."

The boy was lying on a sofa in one of the empty supper-
rooms. Loss of blood had made him pale, and his face
was now the colour of bleached chestnut - wood. He
smiled when his chief limped in and, sitting at the foot
of the couch, took his hand. It was not one of those
subtle smiles of some old master's canvas, but a broad grin
of boyish gratification at having had his leg torn by a
bullet. To have stabbed three policemen and been shot
himself in the space of a few hours had taken him as
near to the top of this green world as he was ever likely to
reach.

" You are also wounded, my Capitaine ?" the boy
asked eagerly.

" No, I've only sprained my ankle."

u Ah, that is bad. It is a thing that can happen to any-
body."
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